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I had been seeing the things again now for almost two weeks, and 
yet again, no one else seemed to be able to see them. Last t ime, a round my 
graduation from high school, the stress of their presence had driven me 
into a nervous breakdown, but after a few months of rest, medication, and 
therapy, I had been convinced they were hallucinations brought on by the 
pressures of graduating. 
But they weren't. 
Some of the professors thought I was falling asleep in their classes. I 
wasn't sleeping. A couple of them had even gone so far as to approach me 
after class to ask me if I was okay. Four-point GPA, high test scores, 
valedictorian of my high school, and freshman year of college I was in 
danger of flunking out. At least it hadn't snowed yet, so walking to class 
wasn't as much of a problem. Given my "episodes," my parents had had 
my driver's license taken away a while back. 
It's hard to concentrate on any one thing when you see those crazy 
faces all over campus. Most of the time, I just bow my head and plow 
through the crowds. That way I don't see whether the people I run into are 
people or, well, not. 
There are some days that doesn't work so well, though. 
Like this one day. I didn't see the girl, because, as I usually do, I had my 
head down. I nailed her pretty good, actually. And of course, she had to be 
carrying her books instead of wearing a backpack like everyone else. Of 
course, she was gorgeous. I never embarrass myself in front of the ugly 
ones. Tall, slender, blonde, and an almost perfectly crafted face. Her 
beauty, and the fact that her Biology book had rammed me in the gut, 
took my breath away. 
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I, as soon as I could talk again, apologized profusely and helped her 
gather her books. One of the textbooks I recognized. "Hey, that's where 
I'm going," I said. 
She said she was going there too. 
I asked permission to walk her to class. She said yes. I was happy. 
Her name was Jane. Everything was wonderful until one of those things 
walked by and did something I'd never seen any of them do before. It 
looked right at me! 
Up until now, they'd never given any hint that they could see me or 
anyone else. I'd hoped that they couldn't see us normal-human types. In 
fact, I'd kind of assumed that. While walking with my new friend Jane 
wasn't the best time to find out I was wrong. 
Now, a word of advice. If and when you discover that you can see 
things other people don't, learn to control involuntary surprise reactions 
like gasping. Get really good. 
I'm pretty bad at it. 
I faked a coughing fit and pulled us in a new direction. I walked her 
to class while looking at my feet. 
I told her a couple nights later about my problems. We were on a 
date at a pretty good restaurant. The waiter took our orders, and I said, "I 
think you should know something." 
She looked at me blankly. 
"I see things. Things that most people think aren't there." 
Now she looked confused. 
"There's things that walk around campus, and back in my home-
town, that most people can't see. I'm the only one who can." 
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She laughed nervously. They always do that. 
"They're crazy-looking creatures, really. They probably could hurt if 
they wanted, but they don't seem interested in that. I was briefly institu-
tionalized because I insisted that one of my high school teachers was 
inhabited by one of them. His face had started distorting, I thought. 
Everybody else told me he looked just like he always had." 
Now she looked annoyed. She told me to stop playing with her like 
this. 
"I'm not playing. I'm serious. They're quite ugly. And one of them 
looked right at me the other day. The doctors say that if I take my 
medication, I won't see them anymore. But I've stopped taking them. I don't like 
pills much." 
I haven't seen much of her after that night. 
I got a call from an old friend of mine. He's the one person who 
believes me about the things. He also says that I shouldn't take my 
medicine. I've got to admit, he might have a point. Pills have never done 
much for him. I only hear from him when he's in between institutions. 
He's in and out of them all the time, so it doesn't always comfort me 
that he's the only believer. 
"I'm thinking that if one of them looks at me again, I'm going to 
strip off all my clothes and run at it naked. I've never seen one look 
surprised before. In fact, all I ever see is that nutty grin they've got." 
He told me I was crazier than he was. 
"Yeah, I know." 
He asked how, with all the stuff I'd been through, I could still joke 
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about it. 
Wi thou t humor ," I said with a smile, "where would I be? 
I don't really trust my roommate . I've caught h im smiling at me at 
unusual times. N o t that I mind happy, cheerful people, but this was a grin 
I am used to seeing on things no one else can. 
And yes. O the r people can see my roommate. I checked. 
There was one day that I came into our room and there were three 
of the grinning thingies in my room, and I swear my roommate had been 
talking to them. O f course, he was suddenly really busy at the computer 
when I came in. 
I sat down on our couch and started reading the letter my parents 
had sent me. They reminded me to take my medication. I don't like my 
medication. But, being a good son, I dutifully flush one down the toilet 
daily. Yeah, after graduation, I didn't see the things anymore, but not 
seeing them was almost worse. I mean, what were they up to when I wasn't 
there to keep an eye on them? T h e doctors assured me that if I couldn't see 
them, they couldn't hur t me. In my opinion, that's a hell of a gamble. 
So, I'm sitting there reading this letter, and one of the things sits down 
right next to me. Personally, even though I've never yet seen them do 
anything hostile, I don't like being that close to one. And the stupid thing 
was just grinning away, right at our TV. 
I suddenly came up with a theory. Maybe the things are the souls of 
people who died watching TV. Tha t would explain the stupid grins on 
their pointy faces. 
Nah. 
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The most interesting thing about my roommate is that he never asks 
what I'm doing. I flush pills down the toilet, I leave the room suddenly with 
no explanation, I walk around empty spaces, and he doesn't even bat an eye. 
Maybe he's just naturally not an inquisitive person, but I don't think that's normal. 
I decided to follow him yesterday. I skipped all my classes and stalked 
him. I had to keep my head up while walking. I didn't like that very much, 
because they were everywhere. I hadn't noticed, but they must have been 
multiplying like rabbits. Normally, there's about a three-to-one ratio of 
people to not-people. Today, that figure was probably reversed. I saw several 
knots of them standing around together. 
That was new. Normally, they give absolutely no hint that they see 
anyone, including each other. But today, they were standing around in 
groups, little huddles of grinning almost-but-not-quite people. 
My roommate seemed pretty calm. He didn't give any indications of 
thing-hood for most of the day. Then, getting on towards three in the 
afternoon, he glanced around suddenly, and ducked behind one of the 
buildings. I almost didn't see him do it, because I had to dodge an oncoming 
grimier. 
I heard him talking quietly, so I stood and listened from around the corner. 
I heard him telling someone not to worry. He mentioned my name, 
and said that I had no clue what was going on. 
Then I heard the voice. 1 never saw what was talking, but I can only 
assume it was a thing. The voice didn't sound human in the least. I decided 
right there and then that I'd much rather see them grin that hear them speak. 
Unfortunately, 1 couldn't understand what it was saying, but my roommate 
agreed with it that they needed to move fast. 
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There was a brief silence, so I peeked around the corner. 
Apparendy, I was too slow, because there was no one there. I didn't see my 
roommate for the rest of the day. When he came back that night, he acted like 
nothing unusual was going on. He was good, I'll have to give him that. 
I just killed my roommate. 
Even though we live on the eighth floor of the building, he some-
times takes out the screen and looks out the window. I don't like heights, 
and I hate it when he does that. Today, I pushed him. He didn't scream 
until he was almost all the way down. I think he was too surprised. I left 
my room and went down to the bathroom and washed my hands and face, 
flushed a pill, then came back. 
I looked down to see who had gathered around. I wish I hadn't done that. 
All around the building, grinners had collected. There were hundreds 
of them. In the vast sea, I could see no humans at all. The things were 
everywhere. Seven of them were standing in a circle around the body of what 
had once been my roommate. Then, simultaneously, they all looked up. 
Right at me. Their blank white eyes locked on to mine. Those 
twisted maniacal grins still shining brightly on their faces. I could see 
every detail, every line on their mocking faces that could almost be 
human. One of them was dressed like a policeman. 
I turned away from the window in horror. I remembered my doctor 
saying that if I can't see them, they can't hurt me. My eyes fell on the 
medication bottle, resting there on my shelf. 
I quickly swallowed a pill. 
I wonder if the medication will take effect before they get here. 
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